146

DOJROTHY WORDSWORTH.

started on their return journey. And neither of them
was ever seen in life again. A fall of snow came, In
which they hopelessly lost their way, and, as De Quin-
cey says, " they disappeared into the cloud of death.'*
Meanwhile, the poor little children sat round the fire
waiting in vain for their parents' return. The eldest,
little Agnes Green, whose emotions were, during that
and subsequent days, changed from those of a child of
tender years to those of a mother, became heroic in
her devotion to her tiny brothers and sisters. The
lonely farmhouse, with its little inhabitants, was for
some days surrounded by drifts of snow, which pre-
vented their leaving it. Meantime, as day succeeded
day, the brave Agnes cheered up the others as best
she could, preparing their scanty meals, and making
the elder ones say their prayers night and morning.
It was not until the third day that she was able to
force her way through the snow and tell the sad tale,
inquiring with tearful face whether her father and
mother had been seen.

Such was the interest felt in the story of their loss,
that all the able-bodied men of Grasmere formed
themselves into a search band; but it was not until
after the expiration of three days that the bodies of
the faithful couple were found near Dungeon Ghyll,
the husband being at the bottom of a rock, from
which he had fallen, where his wife had crept round
to him. They were only a few hundred yards from a
farmhouse, to which, however, their cries for help had
not reached, or had been mistaken. In the future of
the helpless orphans Miss Wordsworth took an activer, 185 9, aged 74 years. evident that it was undesirable to keep up
